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CHAPTEH XVIII.
there roso from sea to sky tho wlld fare-

well.
Then ahrleked the ttmtd and atood atill

the brave,
Then some leap'd overboard wlth dread-

ful yell. .Byron.
They were In for lt now, Leckburn

was yelllng ordera like a manlne. Thero
waa llttlo tlmtS to thi.ik of the wounded
man. Stokers worked mady to feed tho

hungry- furnacos. Tho shot secmccl to

have tttrued the orderly vessel lnto a

floatltig madhouso cro-yded wlth ravlng
lunntlcs.

In tho confuslon the gunners lost tholr
fteads, and tho Bqunds boenmo hopelessly
mlxed. Leckburn hnd expected it. The
ehrlek of the tlrst ahell, tlred wlth dead-
ly Intent, had unnerved thom. They had
aeen no llghtlng. and were not powdor-
oroof. He rushed In among thom wlth a

ropo's end nnd settlcd the guestlon by
..force. '

, a
"Nose on, Burnand!" ho roared.

"Don't Phow 'em your pnlnt. Flre low
nnd fast, Cllve. Here comes another.
Mlssed. by thunder! Take thnt, you
scallywng. and dlgest lt." '_
The shells crossed each other. The

Frcnchmnn mlssed by inches, and cut
the water a mlle away. They could nl-
most hear tho impact of Leckburn a shot.
It struck below the hawseholo and shed
its flamc wlth a crash. Cllvo's seven-

pounder answered Its blggor comrado,
and Leckburn danced.
"Good boy! Tou've downed her gun.

Sleam. Burnand, If you burst us. Stand
bv the Maxlms. Hammer her agaln!
We'll roke hor. by Juplter! Bun across

her bows. run across her bowsl"
They wero all shoutlng nnd howllng

together. Cllve'a lucky shot had dnm-
aged the larger vessel. A few rlfles spat,
and one man lay in hls last sleep. An¬
other wns leaplng nnd curslng and surk-
Ing nt bullet-shattered wrlst. The llght¬
lng madness had selzed them nll. Ruby
wns snapplng oft hls great rovolver;
Mumps, as cool as a veteran. purnped
lead out of a Wlnchester repeater nt the

dark bridge of tho foe: nnd the Starvor
howled denance, for he dld not know how
to reload the twolve-bore shot gun ho
.was armed wlth.
All had happened in n minuto. The

foe was In dlfflcultles. Sho was golng
astern at hlgh apced. as lf she had had
her nll of flghtlng. The Sllver Star
dashed on.
"Let 'em have lt!'
A blazo lenpt out. followed by two

others. The pclnted blue flames nulyor-
ed at the muzzes of the three guns. The
rlbbons buzzed through the breeches.
and th'e clatter and rnttlo rnng Ioud over

tho Bea. She was raked from sterri to

stern by tho hall of lead. As tho Sllver
Star dashed past her they could not see

,a soul on her deck. No answerlng shot
.was flred.. They were only two hundred
yards apart.

"Shc's slgnalllng," shouted Burnand.
Her soarchllght blozed. nnd tho gratlng

danced across it: a lusty cheer rang from

ii the Sllver Star's crew. Sho had sur-

rendored.
"Cease firlng, but load and be ready.

Traln ever>' Bun on her. We want no

treachery. Stop her, Burnand. Out wlth
a boat.

Leckburn'B orders were smartly obey-
ed. Tho foe noated motlonless. Hor
lghts wero burnlng now, nnd a fow

flgures moved about her decks. Burnand
selzed the roegaphone.
"We're coming aboard," ho shouted.

"Don't play any trlcks, or we'll blow you
to Hanover."
"Burn yc. don't be a flend," croaked a

voice. "We're rlddled. Curse ye all!
we'll be under If ye don't hurry up."
Leckburn sprang lnto thr boat, wavlng

the men back. Before Cllve could follow
« lie had pushed off. The yacht's search-
llght followed hlm. He cllmbed to the
deck of the Antolnette, and Monkey
Swayne, the dwarf. waddled towards
hlm.
He was a hideous slght. There was a

bloodstalned bandage round hls head,
hls face waa twlsted wlth rage and pain
and his cruel mouth wrtthed horrlbly aa

he cursed and apat out blood. A spllntor
had brokon hls beak of a nose. Two men

lay on the deck. one staring up nt the
aky wlth the empty gaze of death; tho
other was moanlng. Twenty other wild,
savage-faced flgures clustered oround.

"Well, my pretty plrate," sald Leck¬
burn. grlmly, "you've done a nlce thlng

: for yourself."
"Tho dogs, thaj.'snlvplllng, rabblt-

'earted curs," yeljed .iho dwarf. "They
mutlnlod, curse 'ein, mutlnled. Burn yc,
Leckburn, I'd havo fought whlle I'd an

ln'ch of deck left to stand on. Oh. yo
merry rats, ye bravo beauties! I'd like

V-to knlfe ye all."
....

He tore hls brlstly halr and broke lnto
a torrent of horrid blaaphemy. Leck-

: burn atood In the rlng of llght, towering
above them all.

"If you have any weapona. put them
down at my feet."
They sullenly obeyed.
"I can only offer you tho cheerful pros-

pecf of awtnglng for plracy," aald hla
lordahlp- "Kall Into llno. You'ro as nlce
a hangdog-lonklng crowd ns over collect-
ed outslde of a gaol. Don't move. I'm
0 falr shot wlth n revolver. Jupitcr! but
you are pretty. Bnrnand!"
"Ay ay, my lord," afiouted the flrst

offlcer.
"Send the Inng boat wlth an armed

crew, old chap."
They tieard the davlts rattle. The

boat pushed off wlth twelve nrmcl1 men.

Leckburn turned hla head for an tnstant.
The dwarf leapf llko a panthcr, nnd a

long arm awept ildewaya through tbe
alr. There was a Bteel knuckle-dutter
ln the clenched claw. Leckburn dropped
across the body of the dead man llko a

log-
"Pe qulck poys, be qulek," crled tha

Dulchman's volce. "Vor your livcs pe
qulck." A shout of rog" camo from tho
Sllver Star. Monkey Swayno anatohed
up a coupla of revolvers nnd blezed at
the long boat, A dozen bullets whlzzed
rounB hlm. The othere rushed to thn
port alde and hurled themaelvea Into the
aea. Bome rose no more, others were

dragged Into the launch, whlch had atolcn
up unseen. The yacht'n crew wa8 laah-
lng aa the long boat, the men wlld for
vengeance, awepi round the steamer In
pursult.
Cr-ack, cr-ack. r-r-nck! rang tho Dutch-

man's rovolvcra. Two oars flonted away
and two tnen foll back. The boat
swen'ed and strock the slde of the
steamer. Cllve flrcd bllndly nt the fat
pgure of Vanderlet. A tdiricklng swlm-
nner clutched hls arm ln an Iron g,-lp
that he could not Hhake off. Sparks
ehot from the launch's funnel, and tho
vesBel began to rush over the wutcr;
worse than nll, Cllve wrlthed aa he Jieard
tlie deep iaiigh of the Dulchtnnn nnd thfl
BhrlU, dc-flnnt screama of Monkey
Swayne.
But ahe could not eecape. The yacht

was gatherlng apeed und ftrlng aw she
went. Cllve shook hlmself free of ihe
man'a grasp and helped to drug hlm out
of tbe water. Ho diopped ln a heap,
bleedln_ from a wound ln the neck.
"Get aboard, Jaek," sald the baronet

bltterly- "We can't do any good. Look
out for any wretch awlmmlns"
Leckburn waa r.lttlng u__, holdlng hla

head ln both handa. He got upon hls
feet.
"That you, Cllve? Jove! waa I hlt wlth

u crowbar7 My uraln box rattlea liko a

iiu fall of marbUu. How dld lt happen?"

"I dldn't «ee, old chap. Hellol who's
thls?" '

.. ,'.
Ho bent over tbe corpse. It waa

Gucrln. tho Frenohmtin, ahot through
the heart. Juan Gaskara's gold waa not
for hlm. The man ln the boat waa dead,
too, and tbe mnn tylng boalao Guerln
rattled ln hls throat, turned over, and
breathed hla Inst brenth.
Lennlng agalnst the mast, Leokburn

wlped tho blooiV from hls temple. Thoy
followcd thn yacht with .eager' eyes. 'Oc--
caslonnlly. her sevon-pounder, flnshed.
"3he miiat capturo thom," muttered

Cllvo; "the'y cftn't run her pnce."
Marsden uttered a ery ot trlumpn.
"Slie'a got 'cnv or. sunk 'cm, no

shouted. "Look at hor; she'a alowin
down." ,. ,, '¦_.'-.

"Dat a true word, Jncltsy," snld Ruby,
tbe kecn-eyed. "Golly! Snh Cllve, snh,
dey got do olo roguea. I haye n blrfday
whon dey dono glt hniiged. Massa Bu.i
nand, he glve dem hldaley-hWl. Say.
what on earf dey doln ? Dey icomln
back, or I'se not n black nlggah.
"Comlng back? It's Impossib^a.
"By Caosnr! they are, slr." aald Mara-

don. "They'vo sunk her." ,

"But they'd lower a boat and tiy to

save some of them."
The ynclit wns returnlng. her head-

llghta burning clearly. If ho hnd sunk
tho lnunch. Burnnnd was not tho man

to stenm.away whlle there was a ehanoe
of savlng a slngle llfe. What, dld lt
mean? She ran alongslde.
"Hnve you sunk them?" snouted the

b<1"No! worse luck! They've got clear.
-Wo nenrlv ran nground. It'S too ehal-
low to follow, bo I had to chuck It.
"How's Hcctor?" ..

"Ferguson says there'a no dntiger,
answered Burnand. "Only a llesh

WCl"veV heart grew llghter. Lockburr-
hnd hls head between hls knees, too

dlzzv nnd fnlnt to be much Interesteri
ln a'nythlng. Ruby ran bolow on a search
for broivly. and he promptly found lt,
and soda water into the bnrgtiln. Hla

lordshlp felt better after a glas* of tn*

negro's medlclne.
"I've had aome thumps." he laughed,

"but that one holds tho record. Glve me

your wlng, Cllvoy, and direct my totter-
lng atepa. That Dutchman Is too warm

a member. 1 don't llke hlm. Just when
I thought I had the gang nettod hn cut.,
the meahes. What .a mlsernble flght
they put up. There;...mu8t be a reason

for lt. Gulde my feeble footsteps, my

boy, and let us explbre."
"I thlnk bed ls the place for you,

Keddy," sald Cllve anxlously.
"After wp've overhauled our prlze.

I'm gettlng on."
The vessol wns ln a fllthy stnte. Her

flecks appeared not to have been wnshcu
for months. Hor brasswork was black.
her funnel hnd shed Its paint In flakes.
Below, hor condltlon was the same. lier-
saloon. once gorgeously upholstered, was

pltlrcble. The mlrrors wero smeared,
matches, ashes, and fragments of to¬

baeco was atrewn over the rlch carpet
ln one corner was a heap of empty dp,i lt

bottlea and brokon glaaaea. It was

abomlnably stuffy.
"They seemed to have llked manj

things moro than work," sald Leckijiirn.
"especlally cards and drlnk. Look aMhe
roulette table. They were of a sporlrig
turh of mlnd, evldently. But why dldn t

they put up a better flght? They had
nenrly as many^guns. We gave them a

'nasty one there."
Two of the cablns were In rulns, ana

masses of spllntered wood barred the

way and rendcred a pnsaage Imposalble.
"That'B my seven-pouuder, 111 oet,

3a"I expect so. That gentleman ended
it for a fiver. They couldn't get to .tiic
magazlno, and had to glve ln. Don't _yo»
feel proud, my bold freebooter? You
have captured your flrst shlp. Ruby,..dp
you thlnk you can wriggle through?
"Wah!" sald the woary volco of

Mumps, "ho too muchee fat. I wriggle.
"Go on, my human eel, and tell us

what's behlnd."
Mumps wrlthed his long. loan body

over the spllntered bonrdB, and, gudlng
through an lmposslblo nnrrow s it, look
his feet aftor hlm. and vaniahed. Sud-
denly screams and monns sounded be¬

hlnd the bnrrler.
"Golly! what am It you dono got,

Mumps?" crled Ruby. ;-
"Wnhl I not quite knowee, blackface,

answered the Lascar sndly "Only gotee
him leg. 1 brlng hlmee blme-by. Wah!
comeo 'long, nquealer. comee 'long.

.StlKr^rS," aald Cllve.
"Bustlo to." .. .

Thoy dragged at the wreckago and
cleared a paasage. Cllve Jumped through,
wlth Leckburn. Buby and Marsdon be-

hlnd hlm. lt was dark, A lnnlern v*fs
brought. They aaw the Laacar alttin*;
on tho floor holding a hurnan pnkle-ln.
each hand and tugglng valianUy. The
owner of the nnkleB was hldden under
a heap of cases and lockers. nnd hls
acrenms were pltooua.
"Wnh"' sald Mtimpa. looklag round

with a weary smlle. "I Roteo hlm by
do tallee, but he gottee hlm claws stuckee
tlghteo. Blaclrface, I hoteo. Fan me.

"Hadn't you better ahlft the casoa?"
suggested Cllve.

"Fulleo of cartrldgea.too chop mucheo

heavy." sald the Lnscar. "Fan mo

Buby. I whlBkee lt out soonee. Wah!
he can aqueakoo. T'ank you. Buby, llly«
Bwcetheart. Dat flne chop better.
Tho men grlnned, and tho mysterlous

p'erson groaned opd sobbed.
"Some Itld." sald Leckburn. "Here.

"He dono got full-slzed feot fo' a kld,
ohuokled Ruby. "Tug away, Mumpy.
whlle der hand play." And then, to tho

dollght ot the mon, he ohanted ln n rich,
muslcal volce:
"Oh. I comln" blme-by,
Oh. 1 comln' blme-by, r. \.
To d, Alabama cubin n de ahoah,

lf yo' lug me by do tootslos I'ae not be
very long, ,¦'.,

And )'*e ¦> ber hld» in lockers any moah.
"Yo-heave-lio!" anld Maraden. "Pull

Mumpa,"
"Wahl" grlnned the Lascar. ,'T soonee

draw=-e de eork. Wa-ah!"
Ho gavo a mlghty tug that Jorked out

the l)lddon man and se:-.t MumpB rolling
head over lieoja, Cllve staggered. The
mlserapjo, dlrty, whlte. facod, unahnven
w'retch was Fullor Lanwlth, mllllonalre!

}|« crouehftd down like a liuuted beast,
"It's Uinwlth, Ned, Kuller Lanwlth,"

panted Cllve.
"What! tlie mllllonalro.tho man who

stolo your boat? Juplterl i-o lt ls."
A moro pltlable object could not have

been Imaglped. He only woro a tattercd
ahlrt, ,.a palr of ragged trouaera, and the
cracked nnd worn patent-leatherB thnt
luul betrayed him. Hla long nose had
descc-nded to meet hla uhlll. There was

ptarlns tertor In hla forret eyt-n. Jlo
rr.iwlcd. as a whlpped cur erawls, to
I.eckburn'a foet, and then ho aaw Cllve,
tho man he had wronged so hldeously,
and HCit-anu'd aloud:
"Hpare me, spare mo. For Heaven'a

Huke, Slr Cllve, havo plty. I wlll glve
you back the boat; 1 wlll glvo you all my
money. Oh, l have auffered enough. 1
have bec-n tortured enough. Havo pjty,
have plty!"
Leckburn sat down on a locker and

surveytd tho new dlscovory wlth Inter-
CBt. ,;

"I bellt-ve tho whole world haa turned

>».I<».].t»l«^r'-TTTTT'r T 1 I

upsldo down," t$Atd the baronet, "I must
bo nsloep agaln."
His lordshlp felt for hls eyeglnss. Ho

seldom woro lt, but ho stlll carrled It.

Screwlng It ln, ho exainlned tho

prlaonor.
"A stranga flsh, gadzooks, Cllvoy," he

sald. "Is that a mllllonalrc? Vnnder-

blit, Cornogte, Llpton nnd Morgnni Look

at yourpal ond comrnde In wcalth. What

do you thlnk wo hnd better do with lt?"
"Mo t'lnk soap and wator do hlm

good," grlnncd Buby.
"Wah!" sald Mumps, "WOBh It."
"Got up, you coward," aald Cllve.

"Don't whino and crawl. If thero's a

blt of tho man left ln you, show lt. I'm

not golng to hurt you. You're not worth
'lt. Mumps, brlng lt along,"
"Wahl" » *

, , , ;¦'-¦
Cllve mot Leckburn's porplexod glanco.
"Protty thlck, isn't lt?"
"You're rlght, sonny," answered Cllve,

"but, ln vulgnr parlnnco, l'm beglnning
to tumble." -

, .;.
"Dltto," sald Ned, wlth anod. Lan-

wlth found the money, eh?"-
"I guess so." '-.

"Sweot youth." lnughcd Leckburn.
"the most doliclous blackguards on earth
nro' Santloy. Swayno nnd.emporor of
all.Vnnderlel. How they netted hlm. I
don't know. They got hlm, and thon
they klcked hlm about liko a door mat.
Isn't It dellghtful? I fancy he has been
fully paid for that llttle tt-Ick ho played
on you. No doubt they flecced hlm
properly."
"But how dld they pcrsuado such a

man to go aboard?"
"My son," sald hls lordshlp, "you are

a dear Innocent. There was a whlsper
golng round that Lanwlth and hls com-

panles were not all they mlght be. He
may have boen comlng a bad cropper.
He got his chanco' to dlsappenr wlth all
ho could lay handB on, nnd took lt. Ha
got more tlian he bargained for from
these desperadoea. Wah! J have spoken.
nnd now J wlll smoko therfrlpc of peace."
He coolly struck a match on a keg ot

exploBlvcs. Beyond them was nn Iron
door. Evcn hls' masslvo strcngth could
not ppen lt. It Was bent and dented, and
axes nnd crowbars lay outslde.

"Anothe'r mystery solvcd, Cllve. This
Is where. they keep tholr gun food, viz.
thelr 'shells. The atuft must have shlft-
ed In some galo, and It has got plled up
agalnst tho door. They trlcd hard to
get at lt.' A good job for us they dldn't.
What mad carelessness. They must have
all been hnlf-drunk."
The "captured vessel was well provl-

sioned, and carrled enough spirlts to
have stocked a. dozen publlc houses. But
she waa something of a whlto clefjhant.
"What shall we do wlth her?" asked

Clivo, as they pullod to the yacht, havlng
left Marsden nnd slx men bohlnd,
"Blow her up."
"I couldn't, Ned. We can't leave those

fellows to an awful, death. Tho launch
wouldn't carry food for a weok."
"Let 'em ent the fat Dutchman," sald

Leckburn grumplly. "Ho may as well
be eaten as hanged. Wo've got them
safe enough. They'll come ln and sur-

render unless they prefer atarvatlon.
Don't worry about lt. Let'a go and aee

poor Hec."
They found Hector, pale and bandaged,

and in n horrlblo tomper, squlrming in a

blg easy chair. Hls wound waa very
palnful, though not aerlous. He swore
to dfschnrgo Burnand for not keeplng
up the pursLilt, ho called the doctor a

clumsy-flngerod humbug, and told Leck¬
burn, who trled to sooth hlm. that ho
wns an overgrown apo of tho flrst Qual-
j'ty,

"Good enough," sald hls lordshlp.
,1'Slang us, my boy. slang us. Bite the
hands that fed you, and, like tho vlper,
turn and stlng us. Flro away! We Uke
lt, Clh-e. don't we?"
-"It s'aows tho bad-tempered llttle beast

hasn't got much the matter wlth hlm,"
said Cllve. "Wo'll leavo hlm to reflect."
"Getout! your faccs worry me," roared

Hector.
"We go, gentle chlld. Farewell! And

after belng moro than a father to hlm!
This ls hls grntltude, Cllve."

"NaBty llttle wretch!' Come along,
Ned.' Wo "desplse hlm." ;
Hector selzed a book threatenlngly.

and thoy left hlm to recover. Tlie yacht
anchored ready to sprlng her cable, and
thev Jolned Burnand on the bridge.
There were two wounded mon below,
nnd two who would hear tho crack of a

rlflo no more, They commlttod the.
bodles to tho sea, Leokburn ropeatlng
tho burlnl sorvlce, the mon standlng
round bareheaded and sllent. A gun
penled a' last fnrewcll, and the dark
'.wnters of the unknown sea closed, above
them.'j. '..
"We treble the watch to-nlglit, Bur-

nand," sald Leokburn -ln a low volce.
"Make use of the nlgger and the Lascar,
They are both as shnrp ns noedles. Those
blackguarda are looklng at denth, and wo
can't tell what gamo. tbey'll play. I
should keep tho searchllght going, Thelr
pllght is dosperate.", .

"Hopeleas, my lord, They'ro bound
to Hurrender."

"Perhaps. Good-nlght, Burnand. You
dld your blt flnely. By the way, where's
the prlsoner?"
''Mumps took charge of hlm, ,my lord.".
Leckburn looked lnto the galley. The

mlserablo Lanwlth waa scpurlng sauce-
pans, whllo MUmpa nnd the Starver took
tholr easa before the flre like gentlemen.
Hls lordshlp chuckled, but dld not in-
U-rfere. The mnn who had robbed Cllve
dewred hothlng better. But what changes
a few da>-B had wrought. Cllve, tho
poor welgh-hou8o clerk, a woalthy baro-
not; Fuller Lanwlth, the mlllionaire, a.

rngged drudge acourlng cooklng utenBlls
for a negro and a Loaear!
"Poor boggar." ho muttered, "I say,

Lanwlth."
Lanwlth glanced up wlth a ahlver of

fear, nnd wlnced na lf he expected a klck
or.a blow,
"Yea.yea, my lord."
"I want' to know what haa happened

to you, but I object to a pcrsonal
spoken narratlve. When you have fln-
lahed tboae pots ask for a pencll and
paper and wrlte down your experlonces.
I shall expeot tho nccount In the morn¬
lng. And don't you two fellows be
rougli," he addort, "or, by Jove, I'll ham-
mor your henda together Ull they c^tck
llko egg,ahells,"
"Wahl wo not hurtoe hlm," aald the

Laacar, "We lovee hlm."
"Fo" Bhuah, fo' shuah,!' grlnned Ruby.
"All rlght. No nonaenae, and don't

slt up all nlght. lie'a In your chargo,
Mumps."

Cllve wns In hls berth. but not oeleap.
Hla braln waa excltcd. Ho had been ln
a brlsk llght at last. He had oiton won'
dorcd at tho tleroe, rccklcss bravery oln-
played by raw troops. Now he under-
titoi.d. Thero was no tlmo to thlnk or
be afrald. lt waa u klnd of madness, a
wlld deslro to get nt the foe, an jntoxl-
catloii. Ho waa not surprlscd now that
Leckburn loved war and was happleat
whep sunk woro claltering ln grhn and
terrlblo eunieat. A voleo atartled hlm.

"Cllvey."
"That you, Hcc?"
"Yes, old buy. I'vo got rld of the

huinp. It waa maddenlng to mlss all

Iho ftlti. Ifetet a hlt wettk nnd ghnslly-
Have you ever* aeen & vlsloti?"

Cllvo aat. up jahklously. Hoclor waa '»

oertalftty.
"No, old chap, I haven't, Whnt'n tho

matter?"
"1'vo seen dhe, Yott'd never Blie8S

whflt it was. Doh't latigh. 1 expcct I'm

golng dotty. It was ln the *«"«'' J*
was Lanwlth'g Khort, elttlnpr writing
there, and looking awful ln rags. How a

my pulae?"
Cllvo turned On the llght, and, burylnff

hla hoad ln the pillow, sniothered hls
ltuighter.
"Why, you glddy' goose," ho gr.lnneti,

llfllng a red, and mirthful facc; we

found hlm ,aboard the Antoinetto. wt> a

no bogoy or spook, but flesh and blood.
"Oh, plp!"._
Dano wns astoundcd, Fate was weav-

Ing nn uncanny web. ..j
"Cllve," he sald, "thlngs are gett ng

Bhlfted about ln a funny fashlon. 1 be¬
llevo your star la all luck. W"11 y1"0
nll tho trlcka whon thoso brutea show
the whlto 'llrig. You bet I'll bo to soe

them hanged," ,.'..:
"No, yoU.won't'laddlo," onaworod Hec¬

tor. "It's not ln you, and Ned la the

samo, a great tender-hearted lout, for

all hla blg talk. If Wo catch them. wo 11

conalder. My Idea, lf tho placo wlll feed
them, Is to maroon them on Perll Island.
"But-that would be worso than hnng-

Ing, Fancy them' dylng off untll only
ono poor wretoh Is left.» Tho very Idea
ls nwful. You wouldn't do that."

"Woll. try and droam something bet¬

ter," sald the baronet, ynwnlng.
Hector wfa not sleepy, so he went to

make hls peace and to worry Leckburn.
Leckburn'a patlenoB gavo out, and he
evloted the owner of the Sllver Star.
Hector saw the mllllonalro stlll wrltlng
ln. tho galley, and notlccd thnt he was

fastened to; the.,wall by the ankles with
a stout at'eel" chaini Mumps dld not
menn hlm to'wandor far. At Intervals
the muslcal cry'rang thrpugh the Bllenco:

"All's well."., .

It was answered from tho deck of Da

Relne Antolnette as the revolvlng aearoh-
lights swept ovor the water. The wclrd
"Skull Ice" loomed up falntly. and the

glow of the .Flamo Mountaln tlnged tho

sky wlth pale crlmson to mark tho path
to ^cril Island.
They wore at the vory gates of the

Land of Trcasure.;

CHAPTER XIX.
The Blood Water.

The nlght paased in peaco. It was a

bltter mornlng. tfiough clenr. The attn

was wlthout warmth, and even at mld-

day lt threw long shadows, for thoy
were leavlng lt behlnd them. Glaases
swept the sea. ln valn. In tho Jtght the
curlous berg waa far leas Hke a human
ekull. It was a rugged mass of crystal
some two hundred and flfty feet hlgh.
Tho volcano was not Imprcssive, a mere

hill rlalng sheer from- tho water with a

plume of grey smoke above lt.
The fires of the captured vessel had

almoat gone out. A meetlng waa con-

vened to declde what to do wlth her.

Oplnlons dlftered. Leokburn wanted to
destroy her. They could not man both
vessela, and to take her ln to'w would be

to'hamper the Sllver Star.
"Glve Jack a chance, sald cn\e.

"Jnek, what would you do?"
Marsden rubbed hls head and looked

extremely wlse.
"Well, Slr Cllve," tho aeaman an¬

swered, "thla 'ere requlres brains. It
'ud go to my 'eart to wateh her sink, for
she's pretty, lf sho ls dlrty. We're goln'
arter treasure. We don't want to stay
.ere. Some folks won't kill a dog that

bltes 'em. I says the aame.muzzle em.

but. don't klll 'em."
"Arcn't you gettlng mlxed, John?

amlled hla lordshlp.
"No, me lord. The'dogs ls afloat. ir

we takes 'em, we've got to waste good
food on 'om. and let 'em wear out leg-
Irona tlll we gets to port. Muzzle em,

I says, and let 'em go."
"But how, Jack?"
"Why Hke thls 'ere, Mr. Heotor.

Chuck thelr guns overboard, take most
of thelr coal and grub, leavln' em about
enough o' both to take 'em to Cape Orn.

Wlthout grub and weapons they won t

shlft any furder south. They daren t.
That'a my oplnlon, and the beat as I can

thlnk of." v '¦
___

"And a mlghty good one," sald Hec-
tor. "Voto (on lt. Hands up."
Tho suggestlon was won. Leokburn

oppoaed lt. but declined to glve hls

reaaons. All hands were plped, and to

the rattle of the crane, the coal from tho

Antolnette's bunkers was transferred
rapldly to the yacht. It was hard work,
and dlrty work, but all lent a hand.
"Dar sho are. Massa Sah Cllve, dar

she are," shouted Ruby, who had been

trlmmlng tho coal In a mastorly fashlon,
and dolng tho work of three,. ' See her,
Sah Cllve. Look yondah." ,.,-;¦ Vr.~
Cllvo mnde out-the latlnch wlth h»

glass. Sho was safo among the shoals
some three mllcs away, apparont y

watphlng them. Leckburn trled her wlth

a shell thnt tell unpleasantly cloBe, and

she Bouttlod away. .
"They'U jolly soon burn thelr last cin-

der nt that rote," sald Hector.. "How

long wlll lt tako us to flll up, Burnand?
"About slx hours, slr." r

"That'll make lt nbout one o,ClocK. 1

don't aee the good of laking more coal.
If we get the ammunitlon out of ner

that ought to do. They daren't como

after us then." ; ..

Leokburn smlled and sprang Into the

long boat to draw the Antlonette's teeth,

The guns were flung overboard the mag-

azlne waa emptied, and every rlflo ana

plstol shared the aame fnto, The Antlo-
natte could travel, but ahe could not
fleht Vanderlet and hls desperadoes
were welcome to her.
Then Lookhurn sent for a tln of wnite

plnt and a brush nnd left a partine rnes-

Bage op the deck In enormous W.**-
a

"To Hans Vanderlct, Baq., and the

other Treaaure-seekers..The captaln, of-

flcera and orew of tlie Sllver Star De* to

polttely Inform you that lt they^ get
wlthln gun-shot of La Pclno Antolnette
aftor this dato they wlll checrfully e|nk
her. AU survlvers wlll ho hanged wlth

equal cheerfulness, plraoy belng a orime
that ls beBt denlt wlth by the use of a

stout rope. We have a apeolal rope fpr
the Dutchman.

(Slgned)
LBCKBUBN OF LECKBURN.

.*

Some houra later. whon the spars of
the Antolnotte wero vanlshlng. tho yaont
ran lnto brokon water. They had oroaa-,,
ed tho dead sea that lay like n e°>'e ?"
the breaat of the southern ooean.: ln<>

danclng waveleta, sllvered by: the pe'o,
loW sun, wero welcomed wlth » opeer.
It waa glorlous to hear them !aPPj''P
agaln, to see the apiay danco up, to wat/sn
tho Bwelling rlpples Burge along tho platea
and ruah away lnto tlie whlte, foamtng

Leckburn mado hlmself comfortable
wlth*- ruga and read tho shaky hand-
wrltlng of Fuller Lanwlth. « was a.

mlaerable atory. The mllllpnaire haa
been kept In Ignornino of Slr Cllve P«y*
ton's dolngs. They had terrlfled. hlm oy
threata of Immedlalo expoauro and ru'n'
ije had turned everythlng he posalbiy
could lnto money In midlnesa for iPime-
dlato nlght.
Vnnderiet told hlm at laat that Swayne

had proved a traitor and confessed a-'1
to the haronet. A warrant waa °l,t-

They promlsed to land hlm at *??'
paulo. Tho momnnt he set. foo.t on the
Antlonette tho ruilians hud thrown °"

the mask. Ho was their dog, tholr Wjfi-
Hla Jewels and money had been taken
from hlm, and he waa compelled to "0

tho dlrty work of tlie shlp. The dwarj
carrled a whlp at hls belt, and dld "°:
fall to uao |t. Lanwlth had bean laahod
and klcked and aturved.

I (To Bo Contlnued Next Tue#4»yJl

REVIEWS AND CRITICISMS
OF THE BOOKS OF THE DAY

Tho Silvor Poppy, by Attlmr
Sfcringof. ls a Sttfong iSfovoi,
Which Rocallu "The Gianfc's
Robe," Study in 3Ps'y-

chology "with a

Purpose.

THE SHADOW OF VICTOfr.

A Sfcirrtng Story ot Garrison Llfo by
Myrtlo lleed.New Books aml*Book
Notos.Booker Washington and

tho Oeuturyfltagnztne.Ma-
rlo-'Corolll Ibsucs a

Putnphlot.

THE SIL.VER POPPY. By Arthur Strin-
gor. Publlslied by D. Appleton and Vm-
pany, of New York. For sale ln Rlch¬
mond by tho Boll Book and Statlonery
Company.
Somo years ago, Anstoy, an Engllah

novellat, wrote a book called "Tho Glant's
Robe." .It waa a remnrkably strong book,
;ahd "The Sllver x-oppy" recnlls lt ln nn

Intanglblo mannet;. though tho polnts of
llkeness and unllketiess nro about ovenly
balanced.
In Mr. Strlnger'a book as in Mr, Ans-

tey'a tho story hlnges malnly on the
thoft ot a manuacrlpt. Tho robbory was

commltted In "The Giant's Rob'o" by n

man and entallod all tho dlsaatroua resultn
and compllcatlons brought about by the
ostabllshlng In a man'a llfe of a standard
to which he was ontlrely unoqual mon-

tally and morally. "Tho Glant'a Bobe"
hung so loosoly about hlm that hlB
shrunken proportlons were plalnly vlslblo.
evcn to the oyos that loved hlm best and
could forglve hlm most.
In ,"Tho Stl'ver Poppy," tho motlf la

strong to welrdness. Tho woman around
w'hom the plot is woven, is a young
glrl from Kentucky, who has come lnto

phenomenal notlce, aa an author ln New
York clty, becauae sho has fallen helr to
a wondorful story wrltten by a New York
fournalist of reputatlon, a man who spent
the last daya of a llfe emblttored by
dlsease In a remote Kontucky vlllage
whero he lodged with another man named
Rlco, and his daughter, Fannio Blce.
The daughtor 13 ambltlous and dlssatls-

fled wlth her llfe. She wolcomea the ad-
vent of the Journallst lnto her humble*
home bocause ho brlngB wlth hlm a

breath from tho outer world of nctlon,
fashlon and luxury. whero ahe longa to

take her place. Tho Journnllst. ls thrown
much wlth her and, ns hla strength
ebbs, takos her more and. more lnto hls

con'fldence, respoctlng a wonderful book
on which ho Is'-engaged. a story or. a

hunt mado nenr tho hend waterB ot the
Amazon, ln South Amerlca, for a specles
ot man-eatlng vamplre by a German
acientlBt. The story goes on to tell of

how the sclentlat and vamplre met at

langth face to fate, of the struggle that

followed before the man prevalled and
bouncl the vamplre wlth lts wlnnnwlng
plnlons ln his boat. Then comes tho ac-

count of tho return down stream by the

man and hls captWe, of how the man

Btarved hlmself to keep the wondorful
Bpeelmen he had found allve, of how the

day comes wnen ho throws lt hls last
blt ot food and slnka down exhausted
from weaknoas ln tho bottom of tho

boat. Then the vamplre breaks tho bonds
that hold lt; lts cruel eyos stare, Into

those of the man. lts great wlngs spread
wlde, and when thoy close agaln they
hold the man's form In a deadly embrace.
The boat ls overturned ln the struggle,

tho two, tho vamplre and tho man go

down into tho turbulent flood of tho

Amazon. Years after, thelr bones are

found where they were out "P°n.lh°
Bhore, and even then the vamplre's hold

upon the adctlm has nover loosed.
UTho Journallst. In-rovortlng: to Ws book

runs a handlcappcd race wlth time, but

Fannle Rice becomes hls amanuenels, and

wrUes down at hls dictatlon the rough
outllne of the Btory, at. glven above.
Then death lntervonea, and tho journaiiat
has to go, leavlng hls manuecrlpt ae o

sacred charge to Fannle Rice. Sho ls

Bonslble ot Us promlae and- MaUzoa
through it her escape from a dlstasteful
bondage. She revUes lt, goes to New
York sells it to a flrm of publlshera
uftder the name of "The Sllver Poppy "

and shortly awakea to flnd hersolf fa-

At this polnt the hlstory of her careor

la takon tip by Mr. Strlnger in hla book.
Beautlful, caressod. feted, sho has turncd
her haek on her past. Sho hnu dlsowned
her father lefTbehind ln hls Kentucky
home, and ropudiated her name, havlng
been Introduced ln New York as Corne-
lla Vaughan. ,,, .. .,,

Tho distlnctlon wlth which tho publl-
catlon of "Tho Sllver Poppy had In-
vested her stlll llngers. but both publlsh-
ers and publlc are clamorlng for another
book from a novellst who haa glven prom-
Iso ot such extraordlnary power n her

flrst. And now comes. the psychologlcal
eloment of Mr. Scrlnge'r's remarkablo
concoptlon. The Kentucky glrl, one ln-

Cers ln her wrltlng down the story of the

vnmpire has absorbed Bomethlng of tne

vamplro's naturo. .Havlng draliied ono

man's vltallty and mentality to hor own

advantage, she looks about her and faa-
tens upon another, a young JSngllshman-
John Hartley-who ls an Oxford graduate,
and up to tho tlmo he meets the Ken¬
tucky glrl an unauccessful man of let-
ters ln Amorlca. 'iJ'-'+i'^.
The fasclnation exerted over the JMig-

llt'hmnn and tho glamor which proventa
hlm from porcelvlng the real tendency of
hls associatlon wlth Cornelta Vaughan,
the traln of accldents which leads to hla
dlsaliuBlonlnK and hla aavlng wlthdrawal
from the aphora of n ltterary yamplre,
keep the rendor's attentlon onohaihod
through the very laat paragraph of "The
Sllver Poppy." The book la vltally inter¬
estlng and powerful from flrst to last,
and wlll bear the clomat readtng.

THE SHADOW OF VICTORY. By Myrtlo
I'leed. Publlshod by G. P. Putnum's
Suns, of New York. For sale in Rlch¬
mond by tho Bell Book "and Stati'on-
ery Company.

Tho pnpular author of "Tho Splnater
Book," "l.avander and Old Lace" tuid
"The Love Letters of a Muslclan," has,
in her lateat publlcatlon, wrltten a atlrring
tomance of Port Doarborn, wlth the In-
cldents of ploneer and garrlson llfe and
Indlaii irenohery vlvldly told.

Mi'si need puta lnto "The Shadow of
Vlctory" all the wonderful aklll Bhe poa-
BBBses m tho doacrlptlon of naturo nnd
the Indlviduallaatlon of pharaotor wlth
fcxceiient results. Her novel la charmlngly
wrltten, and Its tondor and beau-
tll'ul minonoo ls all the more
enthralllng heeause'' contruated Wlth
a luri'd envlronment. "The Shadow of
Vlctory" wlll prove another etrong argu-
ment In favor of tho aurvlval and popu-
larity ot the hlstorlcal novcl.

. * «

Among reecnt entertalniriif publlcatlona
is "Tho widow of the South/' wrrtten
by Tcresi Dean and brought out bytne
rlmart Set Publlshing Company. The
wldow'a k-ttera ahow an mslglit lnto jnat»
tera eoeial and polltlcal llfo and aro wrlt'
\e* wltli a. hr«»zv «Uav«i*»*» "»** "" '

well repay thelt perusal, "The Iron
Hand," by Itdwnfd Doah, ls laaiiotl by thu
Abbey Press, but la along the aenaatlonal
and Boolallstlo llne of thought nnd ex-

preBslon, whi'oh ronders It rtlstastoful to,
the seekcrB Aftor What Ib best among
Uterary wares,
Tho Brdadway.Cdmpany have put upon

the book mart' ,fA Spray of Wcatern
Plno," a volume of short pooms by Lcna
Eogardus Lardnor, who dedloatea her
book to PreBldent Rooaevelt ln the follow¬
lng vorse!

| "To our Chlef Rulcr, flrm and good,
By wlae and Blmplo understood,
1 offor, nelther rare nor flne.
ThlB simplo 'spray ot Western pme.
A handbook of travolers' collOqulal Span-

i'ah, JUBt aent out by iBrentano, wlll prove
Ita lnatnnt aocoptablllty lo tho many tour-
lsts of the preaent day, who need Just tho
holp It affords ln a sonslblo and, praotlcal
nianner. The book ls arrangcd by How-
ard Swan and Ib convenlcnt ln alze and
neat ln flnlsh.

SOME "HEROES IN BLACK SKINS"
BOOKER FORGOT.

It ls wlth lesa dealre to explolt tho
charactor and quallllcatlons of Profeaaor
Booker T, Washington, of tho Tuskego
JtmLitute, tlian lo undoratand the purpose
of tho maguzlno that I call altontlon to
an arttcle ln tho Century Magazino for
September, ontitlod .'liot-ooa in BiaoK
Sktna," by the well-known negro educa-
tor, Prof. Waahlngtotrs poaltion soemed
pretty well asaured. Mr. Clevoland has
introduced hlm. Mr. Roosovelt haa luncn-
cd hiiu. Mr. Carnugle has penslonod hlm,
and tho people of tne North havo ondosvcd
hla enterpriso wlth thousands of dollars,
lt hud seemed that, ln advocatlng thu
cause of manual Iralnlng for negroo.s,
Wnshiiigton had taken hold of a good
thlng and know that ho had dono ao, and
porhaps would bo clevor enough to hold
What he had. It la truo that, for some
time, there have been elgns that tho alin-
ple worker, in tho vlneyard has found
the fumes of tho wlnc press a trlfle heady
whlle the plaln Booker wo knew and
respected. evolved Into the Moses enterhig
preclpltately Into tho promlaed land. li
ls concolvable that ln tho tlush of succesa
Prof. Washington mlght talk too much.
But what can bo the rnotlvo of the Cen¬
tury.a Journal dovoted to llterature, hia-
tory and thu flne arts.ln <prlntlng theae
elght more or leaa artleas ljiographlc.il
akotehes of alleged Southern darklos un-
dor tho hlgh soundlng tltle, "Heroea lu
Black Sklna."
No. 1. John Matthows bought hlmself

from hls old master and pald a balance
duo after Llncoln'a proclamatlon,
D^ea the performanco of a contract,

vahd at tho tlmo of maklng, crcato a
hero?
No. 2. Sorgeant Wllllam H. Carney waa

a color-bearer ln an assault upon Fort
Wagner. Hls reglmont reached the
breustworks and ho planted the Ilag. The
reglmont was repulaed and Wllllam l.iy
down In tho shade of the parapet, untll
a second Union assault brought hlm off.
No. 3. "Rufus," a prosperous Alabama

farmor, havlng $100 left over after paylng
all hls debts, donates ?10 to tho Tuske-
goo Instltuto and $10 to a nelghborlng
whlte school.
No. 4. Robert Smalls, omployed on

board the Confederato dlspatch boat "Plan-
ler," ln Charleaton hnrbor, captured (?J
the vessel slnglo-hnnded (?) In the nlght
time and turned her over to the Foderal
gunboats, wlth her cargo worth between
slxty and soventy thousand dollars, ro-
celving therfor a posltion' of honor and
trust together wlth a money reward.
Thla table more than tho others cm-

phaslzes the wrlter's ovldent view that
the condltlon of slavcry wlped out ovory
obllgatlon of fldollty to the master so tnat
any servlco rcndered except under con-
straint. was ono of pure grace.
No. 5. Uncle Zeke, was tho butler ot

tho Conlederate' Genral G-, who en-

tertalned several Union generals at dln-
ner In Petersburg, shortly ntter tho war.
The diatIr.giilsTied guests retlrod from
tho table wlthout tlpplng Uncle /eke. Tho
latter roturna a dollar glven hlm hy hia
former master. saylng: "Maaaa. 1 waa

powerful glad to see you make dnt front
before dem Yanka, an' teach dem a ea-
son. but, massa, I knows dat Ib de laa
dollar you'a got. an' I can't keop lt, x
want you to take it an' glt Mlss Gonie
a new dress. 'cause she ain't had no now
dress dls year."
Can the Century be Imposed on by tlie

unlmaglnable absurdlty of this groteaque

No 0 .Moses Turner. entrusted with
hls master's sllver, nllowa, hlmself to bo
torturod before he .wlll betray It to
Fetleral ralders.
Important, If true. _n-,n. .
No 7. Wlll Phlllp Llnlng climbs a

church stoeple to put out a Are-
...

This also has a. legendary and admltted-
ly Doetlc Ilavor. , ,_ _,,,,,_,
Iso 8. "Rube" Le, wrapped ln qullts.

sleps ln tho yard to protect hls young-
mlstrnss. _.

It will be admlttcd that Prof. Washing¬
ton must often flnd lt necpssary to con-

vey moral instructlon to hla punllai lnan
e'cmentarv form, but nre wo to_bollevetha? Washington hlmself flnds berolsm
ln such rudlmcntarv concoptlons of duty?
Surelv it ls not necesary to go back to

the Clvll War for such lnstances. From
our own aVqualntance we mltfit.sontlnue
the roll of "heroes" ad nauseam. laKo

the followlng:
,. ., .--.x,MARMADUKE MASON.

In tho town of Petersburg, Va., there
llves to-day an old colored man callerl
Mcfrmniiiiks Mason. Marmnduke grew5n n sla^erV andrecolved such Insti'uct on

that at the end of tho war he was dlnlns
room servant for a comfortablo famlly
h? that clty. At thls time Marmnduke hnd
Keen recefvlng thre good moals a day.
woro good clothes and had assoclated so

muon with "de quallty" that he was too
strongto work. When tho roault of tho
wa? had put an end to all thla. Marma-
duko found hlniBelf In a quandary. Be^jg
famllTarnwith tho Scrlptures. he sald to
hlmaelf: 'T cannot dlg, to ateal 1 am

afrnld " Soon, however, ho married a

atrong and well-dlsposed woman named
Hllza and set up houaekoplng. Elhm
w a good laundrosa and took ln wnah-
iiig Every Monday mornlng Marmaduko
woiild call at her patron'a houses wlth a

large basket nnd recolve "the wash.'
Everv Saturday evening he wnnld dpllver
tho result of Ellza'a weekly engagement.
Itecelvlng tho atlpend, Marmnduke would.Jelurn and. hand over to Ellza tho exaa
ehange Thls ho haa wnt»nU*l_tO do for
thlrty-slx yoars-and nothlng elso.

MOSES MINETREE.
Iii .-. nmair town ln Eastern Vlrglnla

there stlll llves n hlghly respocted colored
man by »he namo ot Moaes Mlnetree, Sev¬
eral years ago. Just prtor to a hotly
contested olectlon, the Democratlc poll-
tlc.lnns undertook to corrupt the negro
voters by moans ot the'devlco of organ-
lalng a fake "Colornd Democratlc Cam-
palgn Club." Enough colored men were

parlloned out of Jall or llberatcd from
tho almshouso to form the skQleton 0>-
ganlzatlon, nnd tho alleged¦¦ ftOtlvWy. P{
tbe olub was duly heralded ln the local
columns of tho party organ. One Club-
foot" Tunla, -nn undertaker nnd a- leadei
n many of tho politloal and encleslastlcal
queBtlona affecting hla race, havlng rea-

aon to stand ln wlth the "power that W-
lonnftd hls.hauib aa proaldont of Iho club.
hnd undortook to neeuro tho enrollmont
of so many oolored votors at ao much
per the oleotor. Unole Mosoa wnp hlgh
up on the 1 lst, and recelved hla two
dollars. When tho day of election cam«,
however, It waa soon genorally known
that Uncle Moses had voted tho stralght
Ropubllcan ticket. Belng taxcd wlth hla
rocent ongasempnt with tho bppoalte
party, Uncle Moaes put on hla spaotaolea,
and,- looklng squarely at hla lnqulsitor,
sald mlldly. "You go oh, "Clubfooti"
You knowg and I knows I done took dat
two-dollar blll you han' mo, but I la
a dyed In do woll "Publlcan. Do 'Publl-
cana dono sot me fruo when olo Marse
Llncoln knock do simokle f'om do olack
man. When-you han' me dat two dollar
I saj} to myao'f, "Moao gwlno to splle do
'Gyptinn, but Mobo ho novor gwlno back
on do .'Publloan party."
Auor this xuoaoa ueoame Janltor Of

tho Fedcral Court bulldlng. He has two
daughters at tho Normnl School formlng
tiietnaclvciR to bo tcachera, and hla aona
&to nroud of tholr father'a rooord.

"JUt."
Not long ago a party of young: whlta

men from town druve out lnto tho wllda
of Dlnwlddle county for a wcok's sport.
Thoy had purauod dcor wlth hounda for
u dor or two I-sadpW cmfowyaolt m
a day or two, and hnd modorale auc-
coss wlth blrds nnd wlth tho mlll-pond
porch. One ovoning, as nlght fall, they
woro Blttlng around thelr uamp-llro eat-
lng bacon, eggs and aoda blacult, when a
well-bullt, but ntgged, colored youth, fol¬
lowed'by two unpodigreod canlnea, drifled
lnto the clrclo and gaced ahyly, but
hungrliy, at tho woll-tllled frylng-pan.
The wordB at onco sprung to tho Upa of
tho leadlng splrlt ampng tho whlte nunt-
ors: "Boys, we'll tako this nlgger and
havo somo funl What do you aay to a
coon hunt? Jlm, any coona 'round thla
swamp?" u,

-

"Yes auh, Dat la, auh, der uaeter waa
laslilnga ob ooona 'round hero, but mo
and Tlger dnh done cochted mos' all do
coons 'round de pond-"
"Well, don't you thlnk you and "Tlger

dah" can llnd a coon for the half of a
dollar down towards the lower creek?"
Oh, yes, suhl Suttlnly, suh. Wo kln

try."
in a few mornents tho whlte men had

aurrounded that young colored man and
wero pushlng through tho deptha of tho
forest. Soon a deep nota from Tlger in-
dlcatcd that ho had Btruck the trall of
hla favorlte game. A wlld acono ensucd.
Tprchoa blazed ln every hand, and the
huntera harkcd ,on the tralllng hounda
wlth Uerce crlaB. Htul he read "Uncle
Tom'a Cabln" or some aimllur hlatorlcal
work of hla Eather's tlmo tho sceno muat
huvo called up to the young negro a mlnd
the fi-o -al perBccutlona of hla, ancea-
tors, HIb blood must have thrtlled wun
the thought that he waa no longor the
pursued, but tho purauer. In due course
the hounda wero overtaken leaplng hlgh
upon the boll of a hugo gum tree, thelr
llerco eyes und whlte tceth llashlng back
the yellow glare of tho torchea, whllo
tholr dreadful crles must havo prosaged
to tho coon the fate ao many trerabllng
slaves had met In that gory awamp.
At thia crucial polnt the whlto men

rccollcd. Tlio gum was sheor for. full
slxty feet wlthout a'llmb. Tralned ln a

leaa arduous BChool, nono dared to cllmb
the treo. Wlthout even oastlng lots, Jlm
was selectod to throw down the coon.
Wlthout healtntlon, nnd wlth no prefnce,
aavo to klck oft hls ahoea, untrammolod
by stringa or socks, the young colored
nvin Hhlnned up the monarch of tho foreat
nnd In a few momenta threw down the
coon. The dogs dld tho rest. Rcturnlng
swlftly to solld earth. thia modeat hero
dld not so much as sklp on one-foot, wlth
open and upralsed palma, aa even a clr-
cua tumbler would havo dono, but qulet-
ly remarked: "Coon meat bln- skace. I
know'd I gwlne glt dat coon!"
Can any one say that this young negro,

who proved hlmself when tho boasted
Anglo-Saxon fallcd. ls not worthy ot the
suffrage?

ls the century poklng tun at Bookor, or
throwlng a slde llght upon hls cnllbra
Tor the benoflt of tho hyBterlcal faddlsts
who have never secn the negro except
in captivlty (I, o., ln tho model school
or ln a walter's shell Jacket)?

If a serlous crltlclsm wero Intcnded, It
mlght bo polnted out that In glorlfylng
tho ordlnary forms of honesty, fldellty
and coungo In hls black "heroes," Prof.
Washlngton Impllcltly suggests the whlte
man as the beneflclnry theroof, wlthout
conalderatlon. No toacher thnt even aug-
gestfl this nttltudc can aolve the racn
problem at tho South.

FRANCIS RIVES LA8SITBR.
Pete'raburg, Va., Sept. 1, 1903.

Book Notes.
G. P. Putnam'a Sons announce amongtholr forthcomlng publlctatlona for the

fall a new novel by Katrlna Trask, un¬
der the tltlo of "Froe Not Bound." and
one by Blchard Dallas called "A Master
Hand."
Mlss Trask'a novel Ib tho story of a

womnn's love. The perlod of it, the year
1777, renders the atrnoapher Rovolution-
ary hy accldent, aa the author's purposeis not hlstorlcal In any sonse of iho word.
The story Is artlstlc and many of the
scenes aro dramatlc.

, "Tho Master Hand" Is tho hlatory ot a
.crlme and the detectlon of the crlmlnal.
A wealthy young New York bacholor la
stabbed to doath In hls apartmonts and
Interest centers In tho dlscovery of hls
murderer. The author of the book haa
occuplod the positlon of dlstrlct nltornoy
In a large olty and wrltes largely from
hls experlence of the wnya of "erlmlntils.

. 4t t

Klyda Rlchardson Steoge ln tho Sep¬
tember St. Nlcholas, urges boys and glrla
to mako frlends wlth Bobort Brownlng ln
the followlng words, aaylng: "Of couraa
no.vory young person could appreclato
or understand properly the groater part
of Brownlng's wrltlnga, but stlll, he has
wrltten many thlngs Blmplo enough to
glvo real pleasure even to young people.
It soemB that young people mlght enjoy
beglnnlng to road and study the great,
poems of Brownlng Just ns they take the
muslcal compoeltlona of Bach nnd Beet-
hoven, only attemptlng tho eaBlest and tha
slmplest of them."

» * »

Anna Bobeson Br«wn, t**» nntiwr nt.
"The Mlllionalre's Son," publlshed br
Dana Bstes and Company, waa born aiul
educated In Phlladelphia. Sho .belongs
to a lltorary famlly, and has always beon
a c!o»o,atudent, Hor husband is a suo-
cossful lawyer, wlth llterary tastes, and
the young couolo enjoy congenlal com-

radeshlp Ip bpoks. nrta and frlends, "Tha
Mlllionalre's Son" la a atudy of sooial
conditlons in an Amerlcan clty.

. « .

One of the much heralded books to
nppear thla fall through the agency of
the aame publlshlng houaels "Whlte-
wash," by Ethel Watta Mumford, of
r»ew York-
Mlaa Mumford, although very young. la

a great traveler, havlng studled for the
most Part abroad and havlng taken laa-
sons ln art from Bonjam n Constant whlle
In Parla, She Is an enthualnatlo sporta-
¦woman, a lovor Of good horses, a aallor
and a ohampiop. awlmmer. _.
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